A HOT June morning in the Stink Room. Plain
f\ Meier, the laboratory assistant, was having a
JL JLlittle chat with Kranzle, the laboratory servant.
Kranzle was washing out flasks, whole families of flasks
of all sizes, while the assistant was shaking up an ether
solution with sodium hydroxide in a separating funnel in
order to remove cresol. Fraulein Wlllfuer, meanwhile,
was standing at the bench developing bromide vapours,
lovely red-brown vapours, from which dibrombenzol
was to generate.

" I don't know, Kranzle," said Meier, " but I haven't
felt at all happy about our Chief lately."

" You're quite right, Herr Assistent"

" He drifts about the place in the most absent-minded
way. Sometimes Fm afraid he'll have the whole place
about our ears when he's experimenting. Yesterday he
let fulminate of mercury explode in heaps all over the
shop."

" And the Professor looks so ill* He makes me feel
quite sorry for him."

" 111 ? Well, I wouldn't exactly say that He is putting
on weight He begins to look like a hippopotamus, to
my mind."

" That's just the point, H?/r Assisttnt. That's just
what is wrong. You see, when something is not quite
'right with fat people, they get thin; and when something
goes wrong with thin people, they get fat It's always
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